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The management of a horse when fording a dangerous stream
is something that takes knowledge and a cool head. I once blun-
dered for an instant when making such a crossing, and it nearly
cost me my life. Although this incident occurred years after my
surveying experiences, it is convenient and not entirely irrelevant
to tell about it now.

I was hunting in the country north of Banff with a guide named
Graham. Panther Creek was swollen by the spring freshet, but we
decided to ford it. Graham's horse got across all right, but my own
aniinalj when in the middle of the flood, got scared and turned
downstream. Now, the one thing a rider should never do, when his
horse is fighting to hold his footing in deep swift water, is to touch
the reins. I forgot this injunction for a moment and pulled my
horse's head round to turn him in the right direction. At once he
lost his footing, and we began to be swept down together.

His struggling legs were hitting mine, and I took my feet from
the stirrups. Instantly the eddying current pulled me from the
saddle and sucked me to the bottom, rolling me over and over
against the rocks. Strong swimmer though I was, I could not get
off the bottom. I tried to hold on to the rocks, but my fingers
slipped of!. I had been wearing a brand-new Stetson, and as I lost
consciousness, my last thought was: "There goes my new hat!"

A short distance below the ford Panther Creek entered a canyon,
and at the head of this canyon a small island split the current into
two streams. When I came to, I found myself washed up on the
beach of the island, and still more in the water than out. I was
so drowned and cold, it was an hour before I could pull myself up
on the dry bar. Meanwhile I had discovered my horse lying on the
gravel bottom beside me. The animal's head was split from nose
to ears, and it died not long afterwards,

Graham had lost sight of us when we were sucked under and-
was now riding the other bank in frantic search. By the time he
located my half-unconscious body, night was falling. The only
possible way for him to rescue me was to return to the side from
which we had started, the water between that side and my island
being fairly shallow. But Graham himself felt that he had forded
the creek safely more by good luck than anything else and did not
dare risk another crossing in the dark. A mishap to him would